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LOUISE ON THE DOOR-STEP.

HY CHAHLES MAUSAY

Half.past three in the morning !
And no one in the atrect
Bat my, o the shelterng tfisr-uly P
Resting my woary feot ;
Watahing the radtt-duops PatieT
And danee where the poddiea ran,
As bright in tho flaring gas-light
As Jyw-drops in ths san.

e AT AR < &

There's & Lghtapon the pavement -
It shiapes Lo & magio glame,
And there are faces (no it
That Ik sl me sl pasa.
Facom—ahi ! well reembered

Sl P R

In tho happy Lomg-Ago
When my garh was white an lilies,
Al 1y thonghts as pure as snow,

Faies! ah, you! I mesthum

One, ton, and throo—and four
That come
Anped pon o
Chang fal and evanisoent
Thes shioe “td storm and rain,

helr vauly

1 1o gust of tem pesta,
wingda that hore.

LT

ity prity

Hing eyun,

Avl b r. with wal
L by large besr-nin
Saumm ne mhi

vourned toward jue

And winsperid *Paradisa,”

¥y melt (o the ripples,
A Toabat muing exes that b,

Thev ymss - thav

S oncae anod hor
Lhaat foglow

The fs { & falne

Vinkna
I turn :

deviver

nh, me!

That Hives and heos ;
1 tlis pavormeit,

Thomgh T e 10 i
Mesekine my t

LUy are gink acl thirve
Lt o ugye oal] thoim Dok

o phiantoms

jside vatinlsed

un the rack !
L] halp me o my sorrow ;

Bo i the wet, coll slatie,
ST £ of lsmventy boputy

mine own !

aod will take me

vouth go by

lase of m}

For Tam odid 1n anguaish,
. And lbong 4o he gl rest,
With'me Jitth: babw healle me

Al Ly

Ininbion on my breast.

Cured ul’ﬁlrlmom.

Violet Powers was in the salks.
But she looked very pretty, never-
icless,  Girls will look pretéy  that
ave cyes like blue morning glories at
mr oelock in the morning, and 1osy
PH, aid round faces with satin-brown
wr growing low on the forehead. Vi-
et kuew she was pretty—and she
new  likewise that Mr. Elijuh Pellet
08 ol handsome,
.Th" parlor curtains were elbowed
'Iu?l,\r great scented masses of rose
rﬂﬂiuum. nud Violet's little piano
8 open, close by, giving the parlor a
psy home-like look that your brown
e palnces never can riv.nl, Any more
iun the robin's gilded cago rivals the
oss-lined nest #winging in the top-
f-"ﬁl: fork of the shadowy old beech
o 3
- vl"_hil was leaning over her fragrant
ey raninins, resolutely taciturn, in a
1 1# cashmero wrapper, with an edge
: delicate lace ut the slender throat
LR sliapely wrists, whilo Mr. Pellet
* b #qunre in the middle of the sofa
PPoaite, holding his hat on his knoes,
b sdniringly surveying Miss Pow-
0%cr the brim thereof.

b

I[‘l n -.'n[nfa,[t_uhly lel.l.lJlU !_'.hi!l.

* By HENRY A. CUTLER.|

‘ He stopped, flonndering vainly for

an idea to finish up with, and bLeat
| “Hail Columbin” on the crown of his
| hat with his finger-endes.

Five minutes elapsed in awkward
gilones, and then My, Pellet eame to
the conclusion that he had hetter go,
and rose accordingly.

“Pray come and see us agnin, Mr
Pellet,” said Mre. Power, sweetly
| “Thank'ee,” said that
T'm going oul of town for o duy or
two—that is, a week, and—wall, |
will drop in when I come back from
Steele’s Mills.”

“Storle's Milla?™ ejneulnted Mes.
| Power. “Isthat the place you are go-
ling ta?"”

“Yoa-

firm's."”

gentloman

i's about abad debt of the
“Dear me, what a very singular con-
| eidence,” Mrs, “My
migter, Mra. Amazinh Corney, lives in
Stecls's Mills
| her."”
? “I shall bo l.lr'T'i;,;I:li d," sail Mr. Pel-
let.
“And, Violet," pursued Mrs. Power,
“you can send those slippers to your
will be such an
opportunity.”
‘There is no hurry about them,”
said Violet, listlessly.
“My darling ! T heard you say only
yosterday that yon wished they were

smiled Power

Do pruv eall and see
. -

unele—t excellent

despatehied. Bring them down imme-
[ dintely—why, what ean yon be think-
g of 7

Violet went—la idly enongh; and

" or1y
..".t
ont

Mr. Pellat brok into A perspira-
tion of satisfaction as he wrote down
Mrs, Amaziak ‘.-'1‘.'-_\.q thirection

minntes T f L g

deep

It wna nearly fifteen

she returnad—and then, with
the puper
wrapped the worked slippers, she had

slipped in a tiny note written oo lilae

brown corements  which

i'-.i!-l’i' aml sedled with i I'LLt'l'i!'r-\]-r&l"

in fine lilae wax, And this is what it

gaid;

“My Danzaxs Acsr Dotny: —Thes
glippers will e presented to yon by
tho most disagrecable old bachelor

alives 1 wish Lie hiwl gone to the bottom
Uf lhl_‘"tll'!i-"il!‘:l:: Sea before be
ever eame hove tormenting poor Little

had

harmless me! He's going to  propose
—I know Lo is—and pnpa will make
e sny yves, just beenu=e the wreteh

owns bank stock nnd mortgages,  Oh,

aunty! If Tounly had your ready wit
and ¢puuiek resolation, Whnt shisll T.da ¢
[hidein the cellay when Le comes here
or invite him to tea and put strychs
m the cup? It's no laughing matior,
Aunt Dolly—T want vour kind shonl-
der to crv my eves ont on, for mamma
is on tho enemy's aide One thing

| certain. I shall be wretched for lifeif

| be does morry me. Preay think op

| some remedy for your disconsalate
little niece, Vieer"

| And Mr, Elijah Pellet took the ex-

hénce a

lpr» 86 train for the station w
| dnily stage crawlad over the Lkills fo
| Steale’s Mills, with his rather ancom-
{ plimentary note lurking in one of the
| toes of Uncle Amaziah Corney's new
slippers.
A splendid old farmhouse, with its
\sloping eaves all hidden in snowy
clouds of cherry blessoms, and odo-
|rous branches of southernwood on
5P?lt‘il gide of the garden gate—velvet
fields stretehing away to a blue, tran-
.I quil stream, gnarled apple orchards
| whose k!mt!}' boughis wore jl.lhl }n'}_{ill'
{ning to blush with pink clustering
| buds—Mr. Pellet eame suddenly upon
its rurnl beauty as he torned the
!sw--cl'- in the road, and he almost cn-
vied the lil:il'l life of Ampxianh Corney
“Walk in, Sguire; walk 1n,”
Unecle Amaziah, benming all over with
hearty hospitality, “My wife'll be
!p yworful glad t* see ye.  Dolly! here's
| & gentleman that knows your brother
Hiram’s folks in York, and he's brought
me s pair o slippors that our little Vi
olet worked for her old unele,—Duolly,
I say—Dolly! ™
And Mrs, Corney came {ripping in,
—a rosy matron of about forty-five,
with sunny brown bair under the neat-

enid

- A stout, | est of lace caps, and a complesion like | thonght.
B IR “ylittle mpu of forty or thereabouts, ‘her own apple blossoms. She held | for ever thinking of getting marriad ‘1 Yon may know & foolish woman by | your illustrations, which were romance
and | out her pliump pialm with o welcome T The next day he took the ears for her finery,

thoughtfully the second time. Then
she pet her lips closo together and |
witked her hazel eyos very hard.

“I have it," said Annt Dolly.

Annt Dolly knew what she was
about, too, when she nttered those
three magcic mounosyllables. She was
o woman, from the erown of her hond
to the soles of hep ¢ fout
Manenyering,
and Aunnut Dol-
ly was mustress of her situation.

“So you're thinking of matrimony,
Mr. Pellet #" gaid Aunt Dolly, as she
extended a feagrant cup of tea to the
siniling bachelor

rim n real,

genuine, econtriving,

warmnhearted woman

“Dear me !
aware of it?

H'\"-\' lh“ you !"‘F"l!uf'
"simpered Mr. Pellot.

“My denr gir!™ Dolly,
“we womenkind know snch  thiugs by
;!IILI\”UTI

smiled Aunt

Wall, Violet is a charming
wirl—we all that—and
Lhttle wife in

know sha'll

make the sweelest il
world,"”

Mr, Pollet blughed to the bald spot
on the top of bis hend.

“Of conrse—of conrse—that is,"” he |
stnftered, “if she will have me.”

“Oh, =he'll gertainly,”
anid Mrs. Corney, graciously; “there’s
no sort of doubt on that subjeet.”

Mr. Pollet illuminated all of a sud-
den into a radiant;
smile.

“I have always thonght, Mrs, Cor-

have youn

solf-¢ ymplacent

pey,” he saud, buttering his toast, “that
honsekeeping was infinitely preferable
to boardiug,™

“To he sure,” sakd Aunt Dolly, “Vi-

olet is n splendid housekoeper. 1 have
trmned her myself, Mr. Pollet: she is
my dauble in all respocts Whintever
I {lo, Viclet does, to n degree of still

gronter perfection

“By the way,” said aunt Dolly, low-
ering her voice to & mysterions whis-
por, as she urged on his acceplance a
plata of limpid peach preserves, “have
you spoke the momentous question
yet ™

“Not yet,” said Mr. Pellot, sheopish-
1y; “but I shall certainly ask it imme-
diately on my return to town. "

“Foull find her a very snperior

housckeeper,” snid Aunt Dolly. “Her
notions of domestic cleanliness ura
formed after my own model. Howof-

ten I have hieard the dear ehild declare

her unplterable resolution to clean

house six times s year when she was a

honsekeeper,

Ah me—the enterpris

ing Lttle thing
“Cleanliness is next to godliness.”
said Mr. Pellet,

while unele

iryingz to look wise,

Amaxiah started and
drank his tea, and started aguin ina
silent spacies of amuzement

The next morning
forks

duwn;

it “rained pitoh-
Aunt Dolly 18 up with the
and by the time Mr. Pellet
made his appenrance, with a keen ap-
petita for breakfast, she had a grand
“honse-cleaning” under way., There
wus no comfort .'th}‘\\'i:l'l‘r abiout the
house; there was no brealifast
a “eonld ennck:"” and T':n:.]';_\' the *men
folks” had to take refuge in the barn,
the rain continuing to pour down so
violently that there was no living with-
out n shelter of some kind

| *This is housekeoping 15 it?" ex-
elaimed 3. Pellet, as ho sat down on
& patent liny-outter beside the pluto-
sophical Amazich,

“Wal, my wife's allowed to be a first
rate honsekecper,” remarked the lat-
ter, chewing vigorously at a bit of
shining yellow straw.

And Violet has been trained by
her! " thought Mr. Pellet with a sud-
den pang of irresolution,

Dinner time came—but no roast
Inmb and dainty vegetables

“We mostly put up with eold snacks
cleanin’-honse titoes,” said Amazial, as
he presented a plate of indeseribably
fossilized viands to his visitor. My
wife don’t lles to be bothered eookin'
hot things."”

“How long does Lowso-cleaning
Inst 2" asked My, Pellet, grating his
teoth ngainst a bony sandwich.

“Oh, two or three weeks."

“1 shall eateh my death of eold,” he
“Well !

it serves me right

only
\
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“After all, it is only a dream "

He had intended to devote the fiest
ovening of his return to Miss Violet
Powar's society, Instead of this, how-
ever, he went to the club and put hiy
name down on the list of an Jneom-
prodiising society, known as the “Al
linnee of I'l‘l’l’“‘!‘l‘lil] Bachelors ™

And Mr. n:ul Mrs
marvelled why the litile parior, with
the rosn geraniums, know Flijah Pal
let's Marvellad,
and then resented it, and finally came
to the conclusion that il was jll*-f ne
woll as it was, and that they wonldn't!|
hiave Elijah Pellet for a som-in-law un
der auy cireumstances whntover,

When the wild grapes wore t wreliedd
with the purple glow of Indian s
mer supshine, and the hazy

Power wainly

Iu"'\e!'l\f_‘r' no monre,

nmists
dropped softly aver the vallevs aronnd
Amazinh Corney’s bouse, Violet came
there Lo introduece s tall, straight young
Lientonont of ~Artillery whom she
ealled her “husbmnd,' with blushes

and shy pride.

“T thought My, Pellet wouldn't pro
pose,” saud Aunt Dolly, looking vory
wise at hor pretty niece.

“Durling aunty,” exclaimed Violet,
throwing her arms round the elder
matron’s neck. “Tell mae how you
managred it!"”

“My dear,” whispered Mrs. Corney,
while unutternble things sparkled ont
of her hazle eyes ; “my dear, [ had n
honse-cleaning while he wins hera!”

Aunt Dolly locked at Violet. Violet
looked ot Aunt Dolly, and both the
ladies burst into the merriest peals of

Inughter

:.:: the wmn .-l

The Licutenant of Artillery conldn't
understand
ek,

whnt amnsed them so
But then he was an unsophis-
ticated man,

i titnes three,”
puted Mr. Pellet,
out of the fifty-two, spent in this dreary

I'm glad I'm not o mar-

¥Six mentally com-

“Fighteen works
e ] |

caremoninl !
ried man !”
Cold and  dim, throngh falling raiu
and driving wind, the night gathered
over the old furm-house.
“Good ™ thouglit My Pellet
at lenst go to bed !
“Ihoaven't done things as thoronghly
as I expeeted,” said Mrs Comney, as
she smilingly handed Mr. Pellet a bed-
“When

we have what I eall a real houso-clean-

“I can

room candle, Yiolet is here,
ing, Violet i so foud of eleanliness.”
“Abem " coughed Ar. Pellet
As bo opened his door, the sepul
floor struck

alnlk

ehiral dampness of the
shnddering

 —

him with a

Avvsing 'rovenss apovr Woses.

As the good man saith, so By we; Lt
a5 the good woman saith, 8o it must
be.

A woman and a greyhound must be
sl in the waist,

A little house well filled, a little land
well tilled, and a little wifo well willed,

All women are good—good for some-
tl'.'m;; OF (o« wl for nothioge.

A virtnons woman, though ugly, is
the ornnment of the honse,

An cobedient wife commands her
husband.

A man of straw is worth & woman of |
gold.

A woman's work is never ot an end.

A good wife is the workmanship of
a good husband. [

When the good man's from home, |
the good wife's table is soon spread.

A man's best lortune—or his worst—
is a wife.

An encmy to beanty is a foo to na-
fure.

A woman conceals what she knows
not.

A lass that has many wooers oft
fares the worst.

A man must ask Lis wife leave to
thrive.

Fools are wise men in the affuirs of
wWOomen, {

Every man can tame a shrew but he
that huth Ler.

Ladies will sooner pardon want of
sense than want of munners,

Bure walls make gadding house-
wives,

| wife is & goad prize.

fessor of rhetorie in Yale college—a!stantly came upon the word demon-

| next day ; and, not satisfied with that, | fer from any other proof ¥

|evening, and heard me again for t.lle|r_rf ‘vertain proof,’ ‘proof beyond the

(80 remarkuble; nnd what you suppoese last I said, ‘Lincoln, yon can never

2, 1864.
derstand very readily how sueh a pow-
er as yon have ascribed to me will ao-
count for the effect which seoms to he
Iar-fetelied, and produced by my speeches, I hope
good for the ladies you have not been too flattering in
Three women snd a goose make alyour estimate. Certainly, T have had
{ & most wonderful enccess for a mnn of

1% many a good wife that can’t | my limited education.’
‘That suggests, Mr. Liucoln, an in.

lonuty is no inheritance,

Fire dresses the meat, and not o
smart lnys.
dear-bonght, is

murhet

Thert
-‘-:".l[_' nrd dinnee we 1.

The aocicty of ladies ia a school of
politenoss. upon my lips during this conversation,
I want very much to know how yon
got this unusual power of ‘putting
things," It must have boen a matier
of education. No man hasit by na-
ture nlone. What has your eduecation
lyeen ¥

“Well, a8 to education the newspa-

No woman 18 ugly when she is correct. T never went to
drsniod sohool more than six months in my

She that is born a beanty is half|lifo ; but, as yon say, this must be a
marriod. ' product of enlture in some form. I

Shie that Las an ill husband shows ! bave been putting the guestion you
nek mo to mysel! while you have been
tulking. 1 can say this, that among
my carliest recollections, 1 remember
how, when a mera child, I used to get
M arrind, irritated when anybody talked to me

Who has a bad wife, has purgatory {in & way I could not understand. I
idnn't think I ever got angry at any-
thing else in my lifo. But that alwaya
disturbed my temper, and has ever
since. I cnn remember going to my
little bedroom after hearing the neigh-
hors talk of an evening with my fath-
er, and sponding no small part of the
night in walking up and down, and
trying to make out what was the exact

= meaning of some of their, to me, dark

Mr. Lincoln and His Edueatlon. [sayings. I could not gloep, though I
Some of ihe Seerets of the Preshbent's Pop= | 0ften tried to, when T got on such a
Winsisy hunt after an idea, until I had caught

Tha official and publie documents | it; and when I thought I had got it,
and specches of Prosident Lineoln are ' I was not eatisfiod nntil T had repeated
often homely and even clumsy in style; | it &ver and over, until I had put it in
they have been criticised for their Inck | langnage plain enongh, as I thought,
of dignity and elevation ; but they are [for any boy I knew to comprehend.
understood by the whole people—and | This was n kind of passion with me,
their logic, not east in the moulds of | and it has stuck by me,for T am never
the schools, runs in the channels of |easy now, when I am handling a
popular thonght. This is one secret | thonsht, till T have bounded it north,
of his strong hiold an the people.  For, | and bounded it south, and bounded it
sny what his enemies may about his|east, and bounded it west. Perhaps
re-nomination by shoddy and party | that accounts for the characteristic youn
wire-pullers, no president ever had a|observe in my specches, though I nev-
stronger hold on the confidence of the ler put the two things together before,”
mnsses.  His personal integvity has| “Mr Linecoln, I thank you for this.
much to do with this, doubtless—for |Tt is the most splendid educational
the accusalion'is yet to be made that | fact I ever happened upon. This is
he hins nsed his great power to enrich | genius, with all its impulsive, inspir-
Lims=elf or to give relative or friend the | ing, dominating power over the mind
of its possessor, developed by eduea-
tion into talent, with its uniformity

The rich widow eries with one eye
and rejoices with the other,

He that tells his wife news is but
newly married,

He that wishes to chastise a fool, got
himn o wife

Next to uo wife o good wife is best,

pers are

il in hor dress,
Saith Solomon the Wise, “A g’.?t‘l-i

She that is born handsome is born

for a neighbor.
The cunning wife makes her hus-
band her apron
The fore women look in their glass-
es, the less tlhiey look to their houses.
There is one good wife in the eoun-
try, anil every man thinks he hath her.
There is no misehief in the world
done, but a woman is always one.

 ——— —

opportunity fo plander the treasnry—
but qnite ng great an element of his
popalarity is his vital sympathy with |
the people, of whom he feels himself

strength, always ready, always avail-
able, never capricions—the highest
possession of the intellect. But, let
Rev. Juln P. Gnulliver of Norwich, | me ask, did yon not have a law educea-
UL, writes in The Indvpendent an ac- [tion? How did you prepare for your
count of an interview with Mr. Lincoln | profession ?" »
in 1860, before the nomination of the| “Oh, yes! T ‘read law,' as the
Intter for the presidency. Mr. Gulli- | phrase is; that is, T became a lawyer's
ver complimented him on the snccess clerk in Springfield, and copied tedi-
of an address he Lad just delivered at | ous documents, and picked up what I

ta be one and in whose style he thinks
and speaka.

Norwich :— could of law in the intervals of other
‘Al that reminds me,’ said he, “of |work. DBat your gnestion reminds me
a most estraordinary circumstance ! of a bit of edncation I had, which I

whick ocurred in New Haven the oth- | ata bound in honesty to mention. In
er day. They told me that the pm-]tho course of my law-reading I con-

very learned man, isn't he? *Yes, sir, lstrate. T thought, at first, that T un-
and a fine eritic, too.' ‘Well,' I sup- ! derstood its meaning, but soon beeame
pose 50 ; he onght to be, at any rate  satisfied that 1 did not. T said to my-
~—they told me that he came to hear self : “What do I do when I demon-
me and took notes of my speech, and strate more than gwhen I reason or
gove o lecture on it to his class the prose? How does demonstration dif-
I consult-
he followed me up to Meriden the next | ed Webster's Dictiopary. That told
same purpose.  Now, if this is so, it is | possibility of doubt " but T could form
to my mind yery extrsordinary. I no idea whatsort of proof that was. 1
have boen sufficiently astonished at my | thonght & great many things were
suceess in the West, It hus been most | proved beyoud a possibility of doubt,
unexpeeted.  But I had no thonght of | without reeourse to any snch extraor-
any marked success at the East, and | dinary process of ressoning as I un-
least of ull that I should draw out such I derstood ‘demonstration’ to be. I con-
commendations from literary and | sulted all the dictionaries and books
learned men. Now,' e continued, ‘I of reforence I could find, but with no
should like very much to know what it | better resulta. You might as well
was in my specch which yon thought 'have defined blue to & blind man. At

interested my friend, the professor, ko | make a lawyer if you do not under-
mueh.” “The clearness of your state- | stand what demonstrate means ;' and
ment, Mr. Lincoln ; the unanswerable | I left my situation in Springfield, went
abyvle of your reasoning, and especially | home to my father's bhouse and staid
there until 1 could give any proposi-

and fun and pathos and logie all wel- | tion in the six books of Euelid at sight.

CRIPT.

guiry which has severnl times been |

its permanence, and its disciplined |

No. 38,

curnes it. I have often thought that
Euclid would be one of the best booka
to pul on the catalogue of the Tract

Society, if they could only get people
to read it It would be a meaus of
grn{‘['.'

“I think s0," suid he, laughing. I

yote for Enclid.”

sluglns--old_!’sllm Tunes.

To forward the favorable reception
|of such tunes, two facts to their ongi-
{nal infention must be practically borne
|in mind: Thoy are sung fastor than we

usnally sing them, and, what is better,
by n greater number of voices. It in
a grent mistake to suppose that old
| tunes shonld be sung in o heavy draw-
ling style. Our forefathers in the
church were cheerful Christians. A
pealm of a dozen vYerses was but
ghort to them. Hence, as well as from
| other circumstances, it is clear that
they sang in a quicker and livelier
magmer thaf is commonly conjectured.
| The “Old Hundredth" tune is made ¢
dirge in our days, but in theirs it was
u joyons and animating canticle. In
Nike manner, “York™ tune; which is
‘shelved among the dull and obsolete,
was, little more than a century ago, the
liveliest and most popular tune of the
entire kingdom. But, to hear old
| tunes to advantage, they must be sung
(in old style; not only must they be
| sung with decent gravity and cheerful
'sanctity, but by masses of people, by
! a multitude of voices, “by all the peo-
ple together,” as the original direc-
tions state. Six thousand voices were
wont to be heard at St. Paul's Cross
“Three or four thousand singing ot a
| time in a church in this eity is but a
| trifle,” said the excelient Roger Ascham
] in o letter from Augsburgh, dated the
14th of May, 1551. '
1 A correspondent of the New York
| Obgerver, describing the worsbip at All
' Saints Chureh, Margaret street, Lon-
don, says:
“I must express my delizght with tho
singing of the hymna at this service.
The words were evangelical and very
Isweat. The tunes were familiar, and
| the time was &0 rapid and inspiring
| that T was fascinated. They sang six
or eight verses, and I wished there
had been twenty-six. There were no
(interludes. The organ was heard only
a8 sn accompaniment. I think we
have much to learn about sacred song.
We kill all the clastieity of our songs
by a drawling style of singing. In

infliction, whereas it shonld be a re-
' freshment and joy. The orgnnist
must show off his skill, snd the slow
movement of the song somelimes
makes one yawn. A capital reform
will be accomplished when we suppress
the interludes, or limit them to ten

' soconds, and then rouse onrselves to
| rapid, cheerful songw of praiss. Mr.
Spurgeon's congregation did not sing
fast enough to satisfy him the Sab-
bath I was there, and he begged them
to sing faster, a request which secured
@& great improvement in the next hymn.
It is an interesting fact that the idea
of more rapid singing is everywhere
prevalent and growing in England,
and that a few years promise to secure
the greatest improvement in the spir-
it and pleasure of public parties.”

The following passage from the
quaint old divine, Thomas Fuller, may
meet the case of those who excuse
themselves from participating in the
service of song in the house of God,
on the ground of not having as tune-
ful a voice ns they could wish:

“Lord, my voice by nature is hard
and untuneable, and it is in vain to
lavish any part to better it. €Can my
singing of psalms be pleasing to thy
enrs which is unpleasant to my own?
Yot though I cannot chaut with the
nightingale, or ehirp with the black-
| bird, T had rather ehatter with the swal-
low, yen, rather eroak with the raven,
than be altogether silent. Hadat thon
given me a better voice I would have
praised thee with a better voice. Now
what my musie wants is sweetness, lot
it have in nense, singing praises with
understanding. Yea, Lord, create in
me a new beart, (therein to make mel-
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if a full grown fairy bad fluttered out
of his slippers. '

“Its for you, Dolly,” he said to his
wife, carefully picking it up. “A let-
ter from Violet, I caleulate. Sit down,
Squire, sit down—te'll be ready pres-
eutly, and you must be elean beat out,
travellin’ all the way from York.”

Meanwhile Aunt Dolly, lesning
against the kitchen drosser, read Vio-
let's note twico over, slowly and

longer in Amaziah Corney's honse.
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tel. “T'm glad I got a peep behind
the dowmestic curtain before 1 was irre-
voeubly committed. Suppose—just for
lan instant suppose that I was married
to & woman who cleaned house six
times & year!”

The cold drops cozed out upon his
forehead, and he drew a sigh of blessed
relief, such a5 a man experiences who
wakes from a frightful dream, aud says
to himself :

Prettiness maokes no pottage.
While the tall maid is stooping, the

opinions aud prejudices, at a crash,
and blew up the very citadel of his
| false theories, before he could know
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menus, and went back to my law
studies.”

I could not refrain from saying, in
my admiration at such » development
of character and genius ocombined.
‘Mr. Lincoln, your success is no longer
a marvel. Tt is the legitunate result
of adequate eauscs. You desorve it
all, and s great deal more. If you
will permit we, I would like to use this
fuct publiely. It will be most valuable
in inciting our young men to thst
pationt classical aud mathematical eul-
ture which most mindsmbsolutely re-
quive. No man ean talk well unless
e is able first of all to define to him-
self what he is tulking about. Euelid,
wall studied, would freo the world of
half its calamities, by banishing Lalf

ody), and T will be contented with my
old voice, until jn thy due time, being
admitted into the ehoir of heaven, I
bave another, more harmonious, be-
stowed upon me.”

8@ In the course of an examins-
tion for the degres of B. A, at Cam-
bridge, under an eyawiner whose name
was Payne, one of the questions was,
“Giive o definition of happiness; ™ to
which » candidate returned the fol-
lowing laconic answer—*"An exemp-
tion from Payne.”

~~Make o man think he is more eun-
ning than you, and you can easily out~
wit him. 2

~—He who has guined the pinuacle of
lifo hus nothing to bope snd every-

the nousense whioh now deluges aud

ekl

thing to fear.
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